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■ of me. So please don't try to 

nitc a while afterwards young 
!med to be comparatively depressed, 
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begio to talk to each other. It i 
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“ It is the divine liquor that makes 
lite lords shoot straight with their 
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many African peoples, that we would not 
attempt to escape. I confess that I hesitated 
before giving an answer, not heiiig entirely 
enamoured of tlie Mazitu and our prospects 
among them, especially as I had discovered 
through Jerry that the discomfited luiluzwi 
had departed from the soldiers on some 
business of his own. Had the matter Iwen 
left to me, indeed, 1 should have tried to slip 
hack into the hush over the border, and there 
put in a few months' shooting during the dry 
season, while working niy way soiitliwaids. 
This, too, was the wish of the Zulu hunters, 

aiptrigU, an, ir H. ROtr Batgard, in Ou BmiUd SUM tf Arntriu. 


CHAPTER IX. 


Aboot midday we made a start for Beza 
Town, where King Bausi lived, which we 
underatood we ought to reach on the following 
evening. For some hours the regiment 
marchM in front, or, rather, round us, bnt 
as we complained to Bahemba of tbc noise 
and dust, with a confidence that was quite 
touching, he sent it on ahead. First, however, 
he asked us to pass our word" hy our mothers,” 
which is the most sacred of oaths among 
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translation, garbled and soldie 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE COMINO OF DOOEETAH. 

The annset that day was like the sunrise, 
particularly fine, although, as in the case of 
the taste of the tea, I remembered little of it 
till afterwards. In fact, thunder was about, 
which always produces grand cloud effects ill 

The sun went down like a great red ere, 
over which there dropped suddenly a black 
eyelid of clond with a fringe of pnrple lashes. 

CIWITVIU, an, Iv B. JtUtr Bam, 


, , lyold 

friend," thought I to myself, “ unless I catch 
you np presently.” 

The gloom began to gather. The king 
looked abont him, also at the sky overhead, 
as though he feared rain, then whispered 
something to Babemba, who nodded and 
strollcsl up to my post. 

“ White lord," he said, “ the Elephant 
wishes to know if you are ready, as presently 
the light will be very bad for shooting ? " 

“ No,” I ausweiw with decision, “ not 
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understndy St. Lawrence on laat of ns tbrongU the gateway, had not 
realised what it was which lay npon the grid, 
do," I replied, “ and, as old At length we finished our simple meal— 
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CHAPTER XV. 

THB MOTOMBO. 

After 1117 dream I went to sleep again, till 
I was finally aroused by a strong ray of light 
hitting rae straight in the eye. 

“ Where the dickens does thatcome from ? ” 
thought I to myself, for these hats had no 

Then I followed the ray to its source, 
which I perceived was a small hole in the 
mud wall some fire feet above the floor. I 


rose and examined the said hole, and noted 
that it appeared to have been freshly made, 
for the clay at the sides of it was in no way 
discoloured. I reflected that if anyone 
wanterl to eavesdrop, such an aperture would 
he convenient, and went outside the hut to 
pursue my investigations. Its wall, I found, 
was situated about four feet from the eastern 
part of the encircling reed fence, which 
showed no signs of disturbance, although 
there, in the outer face of the wall, was the 
hole, and beneath it on the lime flooring lay 
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at the great We halted and held a coneultation, as a 
result of which we decided that there was 
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! of a buffalo, gorilla, jnat hia nose and month appearing 
spear between the brute’s body and its arm. Ilaa 



























nd, scrambling up the wall, peeped 
instant be was sitting on the ground, 
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TH] 

and roaring curses and vengeance al 
Komba, the new Kalnbi, who shool 
spear above his head. 

An idea occurred to me, who k 
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CHAPTER XX 

THE BATTLE OF THE GATE. 

By now lieavy firing had begun at the north 
gate of the town, apc-onipaiiicd by much 
shouting. Till' mist was still too thick to 
enable ns to see anything at first. But 
shortly after the commencement of the firing, 
a strong hot wind, which always follow^ 
these mists, got up and gradually gathered 


to a gale, blowing away the vapours. Then 
from the top of the crest, Hans, who had 
climbed a tree there, reportol that the Arabs 
were advancing on the north gate, firing as 
they came, and that the Mar.itn were reply¬ 
ing with their bows and arrows from behind 
the palisade that surrounded the tow n. This 
palisade, I should state, consisted of an 
earthen bank, on the top of which tree- 
trunks were set close together. Many of 


67a 
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